"We ran on again; we saw in the path my father's horse, he
had broken his bridle and run out of the stable; so he did not
want to be burnt. 'Get on it, Katya, with me; God has sent
us help/ I was silent. 'Won't you? I am not a heathen,
not an unclean pagan; here, I will cross myself if you like/ and
here he made the sign of the cross. I got on the horse, huddled
up to him and forgot everything on his bosom, as though a
dream had come over me, and when I woke I saw that we were
standing by a broad, broad river. He got off the horse, lifted
me down and went off to the reeds where his boat was hidden.
We were getting in. 'Well, farewell, good horse; go to a new
master, the old masters all forsake you!' I ran to father's
horse and embraced him warmly at parting. Then we got in,
he took the oars and in an instant we lost sight of the shore.
And when we could not see the shore, I saw him lay down the
oars and look about him, all over the water.
" 'Hail/ he said, 'stormy river-mother, who giveth drink to
God's people and food to mel Say, hast thou guarded my
goods, are my wares safe, while I've been away?' I sat mute, I
cast down my eyes to my bosom; my face burned with shame
as with a flame. And he: 'Thou art welcome to take all,
stormy and insatiable river, only let me keep my vow and
cherish my priceless pearl! Drop but one word, fair maid,
send a ray of sunshine into the storm, scatter the dark night
with light!'
"He laughed as he spoke, his heart was burning for me, but
I could not bear his jeers for shame; I longed to say a word, but
was afraid and sat dumb. 'Well, then, be it so!' he answered
to my timid tnought; he spoke as though in sorrow, as though
grief had come upon him, too. 'So one can take nothing by
force. God be with you, you proud one, my dove, my fair
maid! It seems, strong is your hatred for me, or I do not
find favour in your clear eyes!' I listened and was seized by
spite, seized by spite and love; I steeled my heart, I said:
'Pleasing or not pleasing you came to me; it is not for me
to know that, but for another senseless, shameless girl who
shamed her maiden room in the dark night, who sold her soul
for mortal sin and could not school her frantic heart; and for
my sorrowing tears to know it, and for him who, like a thief,
brags of another's woe and jeers at a maiden's heart!' I said
it, and I could bear no more. I wept. . . * He said nothing;
looked at me so that I trembled like a leaf. 'Listen to^me/
^aid he. 'fair maid/ and his eyes burned strangely. 'It islnot a